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used by the natives are rude canoes: in these they a wife (who is a queen, instead of a princess, in his 

sometimes go short distances from the land to fish, eyes) of his own choosing, and two little sons ; and 

never using them for war or trading purposes, so far 

as I could learn, and I was particularly interested in 

their 'navigation laws,' as I was continually planning 

to escape. I was never permitted to visit the wreck 

of the ship, and in a few months not a vestige of it 

could be seen from the shore. I have an impression, 

the princess once told me her father had said, if I 

once got in a canoe with provisions and water enough 

to last a few days, I would start for my own country 



John PfeifTer, the German barber, a droll, good- 
hearted fellow, who had settled in the town some 
when I visited him, not a very great while ago, he j years before, receiving a small sum as dowry with his 
was representing his fellow citizens in the State ; plump and pretty Bessy, the butcher's daughter, had 
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also been impoverished by Mr. Harpix, so that he 
\ was forced to get only a wretched living from shav- 
i ing and leeching. As Bessy presented her husband 
; with an heir every year, into the bargain, the poor 
; barber did not know at last how he could struggle 

through this, with only his v razor; and, but for his 
I being a good Christian, he would have used.it to 



Many years ago, there lived in a small market- 
leaving her and twenty other interesting widows be- town, in one of the provinces, a man by the name of | make away with himself, 
hind me. For nearly four years, I lived in peace and Harpix. He carried on a trade in all kinds of small \ For the rest, Mr. Harpix was a man of account, 
plenty among these savages. There were no domestic I wares, and though he had failed twice at last ac- and they even praised him frequently; for he was 
rows around my establishment, and I was becoming , quired a considerable fortune. Some maintained that , polite in his demeanor and speech, lauded all with 



quite reconciled to my 
supposed fate, of ending 
my days on the island, un- 
til one morning a ship was 
seen not more than three 
miles from the beach. To 
make an already long yarn 
as short as possible. I will 
only state that the captain 
of the wrecked ship, with 
all those who took to the 
boats, were picked up at 
sea by a whaling ship 
and taken to Honolulu, 
whence the captain made 
his way to his home in 
the States. He did not 
forget the poor fellows 
who were left upon the 
wreck, near a cannibal set- 
tlement in the far off Pa- 
cific, but laid the matter 
before the proper author- 
ities at Washington, the 
result of which was, at 
the end of four years, a 

sloop-of-war called at the 

island, and sent an armed 

boat's crew to the beach, 

to see if anything cou.Jd 

be learned of the unfor- 
tunates. I, with a great 

crowd of men and women, 

met the boat when it land- 
ed, and after some conver- 
sation with. the officer in 

charge, I told, him to re- 
turn to his ship, and I 

would follow speedily in a 

canoe. I gave the native 

chief and princess (the 

rest of my women never 

cared about my comings 

or goings) to understand 

the ship was not from my 

country, but from near it, 

and I was going off to see 

the people. The princess 

desired to accompany me 

to insure my return, but 1 

compromised with her by 

taking the chief. On my 

arrival on board the sloop- 
of-war, where I was kindly 

received, I informed my 

father - without - any - law 

that the ship had been sent 

for me, to bring me to my 

country, and I had taken 

this method to get rid of troublesome leave taking.; he had got rich only by failing so successfully — the 

There was the canoe, and he could go back to the only game in the world at which, if played with sense, 




" There is a beautiful spirit breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees." 



- Longfellcnv. 



island as fast as he could paddle : 1 was going home. 
The old chief accepted the situation without a mur- 
mur and throwing a bundle of trinkets, which the 



whom he conversed, to 
their faces, and sometimes 
gave parties to the most 
distinguished people of 
the town. 

One evening, having 
given a feast the day be- 
fore, Mr! Harpix was sit- 
ting in the "room with 
Gunild, his old house- 
keeper. It chanced to be 
the butchering season, 
and a large hog lay upon 
the board in the hall out- 
side, covered with a sheet. 
Mr. Harpix was sitting in 
his easy chair, regaling 
himself with the warmed- 
up remains of the feast. 
Directly opposite to him 
sat Gunild; she was the 
confidante of his soul. 
Gunild was moved, and 
wept ; sTie was getting old 
now, her health was bad, 
and she did not enjoy her 
food. She gazed at her 
master, who was swallow- 
ing with great avidity, and 
said : " I do not under- 
stand, master, how you 
can sit there so calmly 
and eat, when you have so 
many sins upon your con- 
science." 

"What do you say?" 
said Mr. Harpix ; " are 
you talking nonsense? 
Did I not go to church 
the day before yesterday, 
confess my sins, and make 
a vow to lead a better 
life ? " 

" Yes ; but you will not 
keep it," said Gunild. 

" Plow can you know 
that ? " cried Mr. Harpix. 
" Since the day before yes- 
terday I have not done any 
sin worth talking about ; 
only that I sold Peter Gun- 
ner those two ells of blue 
cloth, as of the genuine 
color, when it is not gen- 
uine. You do want to put 
the blame on me, do you ? 
When the fools come to 
market, tradesmen make 
money." 
" Yes, that is only a trifle," said Gunild ; " but your 
brother, Jack Ulric, and poor John PfeifTer, they 
weigh upon my conscience." 

" Well," said Mr. Harpix, " if I can bear it, you can, 
too." 

" But do tell me, faithfully," continued Gunild, "do 
you really not believe in hell and the devil?" 

" No," said Mr. Harpix, "that is nothing but silly 
superstition. Our new clerk maintains that hell 



one never loses. On the other hand, several trusting 
fools had become poor through him ; among others, 
1 his younger brother Ulric, whose guardian he had 
man-of-war's men had given him, into the canoe, he j been, and whose little patrimony he had squandered, 
got into it and paddled toward the shore, while the The young man, being thus reduced to beggary, had 
ship braced up her main yard, and sailed away for San finally disappeared, and it was even asserted that he 
Francisco, where, upon her arrival, I went on shore, had joined the gypsies, who sometimes visited those 
and soon after to New York." parts. When one spoke about the matter, his brother | consists of an evil conscience, and as I have no evil 

" That, sir, is my yarn." , would say : " That, indeed, is easily possible ; I should j conscience " — 

Mr. Grey ended his yarn in the above manner ; but, not know him again, if he stood before my eyes." "And have you a good conscience ? " Gunild in- 
for the benefit of those who may read it, 1 will state, And on these occasions he did not lie ; for, when terrupted him. 

he went the voyage in the " Stormy Petrel " around Ulric visited him, one evening, like the prodigal son, " No," replied Mr. Harpix, " I do not care to say 
the world with me, and on his return to New York ' begged assistance, with tears, and promised amend- that, either; my conscience is neither evil nor good; 
learned of the death of his father, by which he came , ment, Mr. Harpix really did not know him, but left it holds the mean, and that is right in all things." 
into possession of quite a handsome fortune, part of. the room, and had the door shown him, with the "But," said Gunild, "supposing God should call 
which he invested in land in Kansas, quit the sea, warning that, if he came again, he would be reported you away to-day, or to-morrow?" 
and is now a flourishing farmer in that State,' with to the authorities. " Oh," whispered Mr. Harpix, with a strange grin, 
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" He will not do that ! " At the same instant his face 
assumed a livid color, he sat motionless as a statue, 
and never spoke another word. 



"A hog doesn't need any waking, 
down to sleep. 



He then lay 



"We can easily take the hog," said Bessy ; now no 
longer plump, but thin and pale, as she sat with her 
barber at the deal table, upon which were a piece of 
cheese and bread, and a bottle of small beer. Six 
children lay around her in the straw, sleeping. 

" No, Bessy, dear ! " said John Pfeiffer ; " for Heav- 
en's sake, no!" 

" Pshaw ! " said Bessy ; " did not the thief rob me 
of all / possessed ? " 

" He did, to be sure," replied John ; " but, because 
he is a rascal, must I be one also? " 

"Your twaddle will not fill our stomachs," said 
Bessy. " He has robbed me of what should feed 
these poor little ones. Now they lie there in the 
straw, starving, whilst the old scoundrel will cram 
himself so long in his easy-chair till he gets a stroke 
of 'poppelexy.' He has slaughtered a large hog, with 
which I can at least satisfy the hunger of my poor 
children for eight days. 1 know that the hog is lying 
on a bench in the hall ; the door opens upon the 
street, and is easy to unfasten. Come, John Pfeiffer, 
be a father! Nobody will see what we are doing. 
The watchman is snoring under the shed." . 
" But God will, wife ! " said John Pfeiffer. 
" God knows that I shall take only a wretched 
little part of what, is mine" cried his wife. " Follow 
me, if you are a man ! " 

Thereupon they proceeded to the house, which was 
somewhat remote. The night was not dai*k ; but the 
watchman was asleep. Now we must relate what 
happened to Mr. Harpix in the meantime. 

He was really and truly dead ; having been struck 
by " poppelexy," as Bessy had predicted he would. 
When Gunild had stared long enough at her master, 
and he at her with his large, dilated, glazed eyes, 
without answering, she was seized with terror and 
cried, " Alack, the fiend has taken him ! " Thus say- 
ing she ran out, and fetched the old man-servant, 
Jens. They shook the dead man a long while, but it 
was all to no purpose, and they finally made up their 
minds that he was dead. 

They now removed the hog from the board, putting 
the corpse in its place, and covered it with the same 
sheet. Gunild next hastened to the steward's, where 
he knew the priest and clerk were also, to report the 
death. Jens had to remain behind, and watch with 
the body. 

Jens was an honest fellow ; but he had the failing of 
sometimes taking a drop too much. This he had done 
that evening. What wonder that, with the mournful 
candle burning in the hall, his imagination began to 
work, and showed him all kinds of frightful images ! 
He had not learned to know hell from. Dante's " Di- 
vine Comedy," nor the last judgment from Michael 
Angelo's grand painting in the Vatican ; but he local- 
ized them in his own way. Thus it seemed to him as 
though the fiend rose up from the ground, looking 
like a circuit judge, in a black cap, with a minute- 
book under his arm, and a hammer in his hand. He 
was followed by a troop of devils, carrying horns, 
horn-lanterns, and pitchforks. The fiend seated him- 
self upon the table, and held an auction of the limbs 
of the deceased. And hardly had a devil paid for his 
part with shining crowns, when he went to the board 
and stuck his pitchfork into Mr. Harpix, to get the 
part belonging to him. Finally, the auction being 
ended, he rapped his hammer so hard upon the table, 
that the light fell out of the candlestick, and was ex- 
tinguished. All was dark. A dreadful hissing and 
rushing was heard, and a blue flame became visible. 
Jens was stunned and fell to the floor, and saw two 
silent figures come in at the door, who hastily took 
the board away with them and vanished. 

The truth about this vision was, that Jens's blood 
was hissing and rushing in his veins ; that the candle 
fell down and went out; that, just as it had become 
still and dark in the hall, John Pfeiffer and Bessy 
came, opened the door, through which the moon 
shone, and went away with the body, thinking it was 
the newly-slaughtered hog. 

When Jens came to his senses again, he struck a 
light, lighted a candle, and, seeing that Mr. Harpix 
v was gone, he said, with resignation : " Yes ; it is cor- 
rect ! The fiend has taken him ! " Thereupon, he 
went in and got the hog, which, in their bustle, they 
had laid on the bed of the deceased. Jens laid the 
hog upon the table, where the auction had been held, 
spread the sheet over it again, set the light in a basin 
of water, to prevent its doing any harm, and said : 



Meantime, Gunild had arrived at the steward's, who 
had the priest and other good friends for company 
that evening. Punch had been drunk, and the guests 
had imbibed so freely, that all except the priest were 
intoxicated. The latter was, indeed, not much liked, 
and they thought more of the clerk. When Gunild 
came in, crying, and related the misfortune which had 
happened, they were all greatly moved ; for drunken 
men have as great an inclination to cry as to laugh. 
" Ah, he was an honest soul ! " said one. " We shall 
not soon find such a paunch again," said another. 
" Everybody was down on the poor fellow," cried a 
third. " A good companion," remarked the steward. 
" We played many a good game of cards together," 
resumed the first. " We emptied many a glass to 
each other's health," cried the clerk. Only the priest 
said nothing. "Yes ; the reverend father will deliver 
a funeral sermon, I hope ? " asked the steward. " No ; 
that I shall not do," answered the priest, taking his 
hat and cane. " I know nothing good to say of him, 
and it is too late to reproach a man with his wicked- 
ness, after he is dead. He has sinned, and he now 
stands before God ; ma)' He have mercy on his soul ! " 
Therewith the priest said good night, and went home. 

When he was gone, they gathered round the clerk, 
and said : " He is a hard, proud, unfeeling man, the 
priest. Listen, brother ! you can preach just as well 
as he can. What say you ? Shall we proceed this 
very evening to the room where the sainted man is 
lying, and will you, in spite of the parsort, deliver a 
funeral sermon, stante pede ? For you have not taken 
so much, yet, as to be unable to stand upon your 
legs." 

" Oh," replied the clerk, " as to that, I never preach 
better than when 1 am drunk ; for then the spirit 
comes over me." 

" You shall not have done it for nothing," said the 
steward. "Wcwill club together: you have long 
wanted a new hat and a pair of black stuff breeches ; 
you shall have them." 

" I am just in the humor for it," said the clerk. 
And then they proceeded to the house. 



with folded hands and tearful eyes. They love thee 
so dearly, that they have promised me a new hat and 
a pair of black stuff breeches, if 1 would deliver a 
funeral sermon, answering to thy deserts. And that 
I have now delivered ; so J think all parties may be 
satisfied." 

As he was saying these words, the sheet slipped 
down from the table, and those present saw the 
newly-slaughtered hog. A gaping, starting, titter- 
ing, and grinning ensued, which was vented upon 
the poor clerk. But he got angry, and said : " There 
was not a word of falsehood in what I said ; I have 
earned the hat and the breeches" — "You shall 
have them," they cried, "you have fairly earned them ; 
for a hog he was, and like a hog you have praised 
him." They then went away, laughing and uproar- 
ious, without bothering themselves about how these 
things were connected, and left the sorrowfukGunild 
all alone in the hall. 



Gunild unlocked the door; they found the candle 
in the basin of water. " Poor Jens has gone to bed," 
she said ; " he was afraid of the corpse, for it does 
look very ghastly. But I notice that the fellow has 
had the good sense to take our master from the 
board and lay him on the table. Do you wish to see 
him ? " " Oh no ! oh no ! " they all cried ; for it was 
midnight, and they began to feel strange. " Begin, 
clerk ! deliver your sermon, and then we will go 
again ! " 

The clerk now stepped to the table, where the 
sheet lay over the deceased, and said : 

" Here have we sat many a time, beloved, and 
emptied many a bottle of wine with the sainted man 
that now lies there with upturned nose. And he 
was the healthiest, fattest of us all, and the best 
eater. As regards his exterior, it was not exactly of 
the handsomest kind; but yet there are many uglier 
people. He had small eyes, with a somewhat drowsy 
lo'ok ; but the devil knows he was cunning as a fox. 
His hair was straight, and stood like bristles on his 
head. On the other hand, he had a respectable 
paunch. He was not a man of many words, and they 
accused him of grunting a little in his speech ; he 
also very often repeated his thoughts and opinions. 
But he was a person who made no confusion and 
noise in the parish ; and he never raised a cry except 
when he felt the knife at his throat, for which 
nobody can think hard of him. Industrious he also 
was, notwithstanding what some say, and not ashamed 
to rummage and seek his account in what the blind 
common people passed lightly and contemptuously 
by. Therefore, too, he was finally rewarded, and 
thrived more and more evjry day; until at last, by 
very reason of his extreme good health, he died a 
quick and sudden death, from which may God pre- 
serve us. There are those who maintain that he had 
some inhumanity about him ; but they were only his 
enemies, detractors, and those who did not know 
him better. Now he is dead, and could we look in- 
side of him, we should find that, as concerns his in- 
terior, it bore a striking resemblance to the hearts 
and loins of the best men who have lived on this 
earth. Farewell, my brother ! Couldst thou look up 
now,, it would surely comfort thee to find thy old 
comrades and cronies, who, in merry days, sung and 
shouted with thee, standing round thy death-bed 



Meantime, John Pfeiffer and his stout-hearted Bess)' 
had reached home safely with their booty. They 
carried the barrow into the empty kitchen. Bessy 
took out the knife, put the chopping-block in order, 
and said to John : " Now take the hog and la)'- it on 
the block, and we will straightway chop it to pieces 
and salt them down." At these words he tore away 
the sheet. But, if the clerk and his company were 
amazed to find a hog in lieu of Mr. Harpix, Bessy and 
John Pfeiffer were .much more so, to find Mr. Harpix 
in lieu of a hog. When the}' had regained their 
composure, Bessy said : " Here he cannot remain, 
away with him at once! Haste! Where shall we 
carry him to ? " 

-" We will stand him up at the door of the French 
wig-maker," said John Pfeiffer. " He is no good 
friend of mine, and is forever interfering with my 
business." 

So they hurried, and bore the body to the wig- 
maker's. John Pfeiffer set Mr. Harpix on his legs, 
stiff as he was, and placed him behind the door. 
Bessy went straight home ; but the barber, who was 
of a curious .disposition, stayed behind, concealing 
himself in a corner to watch the result. 

The wig-maker, Monsieur Narcisse, had also been 
out for a little enjoyment in the evening. He was a 
thin, swarthy, elderly Frenchman, who, having served 
a long time as a soldier, had accidentally strayed to 
this town, where he pursued the trade of hair-dresser, 
and two years before, he had married a pretty young 
girl, of whom, with or without reason, he was inor- 
dinately jealous. 

When Monsieur Narcisse, his rattan in his hand, 
came walking daintily on tip-toe, along the broad 
stones of the pavement, and saw Mr. Harpix stand- 
ing at the door in his dressing-gown, he believed him 
a secret lover, who had been to see his wife during 
his absence. His Champagne blood began to boil 
within him ; and, without giving the gallant time to 
flee, he pounced upon him, like a hawk upon a dove, 
and belabored him with all his might, till the corpse 
fell down at his feet. 

Monsieur Narcisse had hardly perceived that the 
man was dead, and that in all probability he had 
beaten him to death, when he became as white in the 
face as his own powder-puff. He stood a long time 
irresolute, scratched his head with his comb, and 
said: "Que f aire?" But, having presence d* esprit, 
like all Frenchmen, he hastily took the body by the 
nape of the neck and dragged it into the open ar- 
mory, by the large old Gothic church. H^ then re- 
turned in silence, quickly undressed, and went to 
bed, where he found his wife in a deep sleep. 



Now it happened the same night that the band of 
gypsies, whom Jack Ulric, Mr. Harpix's brother, had 
joined, were stopping in a neighboring forest. Ulric 
had become the chief of the gypsies. They had 
roamed far about; but a desire to see his native 
place again, and what, perhaps, impelled him more 
strongly, the, longing to be revenged upon his un- 
natural brother, had determined Ulric to return, after 
several years of roving. He was now a complete 
gypsy; but he had had opportunity to display cour- 
age, given proofs of bravery and cunning, was wor- 
shiped and blindly obeyed by the savage troop, and 
the prettiest girl in the band was his wife. The gyp- 
sies had caught a few cats, which they roasted in the 
forest, and were enjoying the repast with several bot- 
tles of brandy. When the blood had mounted to the 
heads of all, Ulric said: "Come, comrades! let us 
now. go to my brother's house, and rap so loudly that 
he will hear us, and unlock the door. Take your tin- 
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der-boxes, sponge, and matches with you, and let the 
red flames dance upon his roof before the dawn of 
day ! " A general shout of joy witnessed how highly 
they all approved their chiefs pleasure. He accord- 
ingly stole to the town with a chosen few, and prom- 
ised those remaining behind in the forest that he 
would quickly delight them with some pretty fire- 
works. 

When they reached the church, and Ulric's eyes 
fell upon the high red wall, and were uplifted- to the 
tower, where the gilded cross shone in the moonlight, 
a feeling of sadness came over him ; but this gentle 
feeling quickly 
yielded to his re- 
vengeful anger. 
He entered the 
churchyard, and 
gazed at the 
tombstones o f 
his parents, 
which were 
cracked, sunk, 
and overgrown 
with grass. 
" Here they lie," 
he said; "see 
f o r yourselves, 
whether the dog 
has had enough 
heart in his 
breast to have 
our father's and 
mother's tomb- 
stones repaired 
and fenced in ? " 
No sooner d i d 
the gypsies hear 
that their chiefs 
parents lay bur- 
ied there than all 
hands were in- 
stantly busy put- 
ting the spot in 
order. They 
wiped the stones 
clean with their 
clothes, scraped 
the earth out of 
the letters with 
their nails, pull- 
ed up flower- 
bushes from the 
other graves, 
and planted 
them about his 
parents' graves ; 
and in a short 
time the little 
mound looked 
neat and pretty. 
Meanwhile, Ul- 
ric picked the 
lock on the 
church door, and 
went in. He 
gazed into the 
font where he 
was baptized ; he 
went and stood 
upon the spot 
where he was 
confirmed. " 1 
might have be- 
come a happy, 
honest man," he 
whispered to 
himself, " but for 
that scoundrel ! Revenge ! Revenge ! Revenge ! " j 

With these words he rushed out of the church, and ! 
called his companions, resolved to go and set lire to 
his brother's house. He found them in the pent- j 
house, gathered round a bier; he approached, gazed, 
started, and, having recognized his brother upon the ! 
bier, broke into a horrible horse-laugh, crying: " By j 
the just God ! it is he. The fiend has taken him. 
Now I am his heir! The dressing-gown, night-cap 
and slippers belong to me. 1 shall carry them home 
in triumph, but his body belongs to the gallows." 

Hardly had he said this, when the gypsies divested 
Mr. Harpix of his night-cap, dressing-gown, and 
slippers, and with this booty Ulric hastened to his 
wife, while the others hung Mr. Harpix on the empty 
gallows, upon the rising ground, outside ..the town. 



When John Pfeiffer (who had been all the time sneak- 
ing secretly behind) saw that Mr. Harpix had thus 
received his dues at last, he hurried home to Bessy to 
tell her all. 

Next morning the gypsies had disappeared, and 
Mr. Harpix hung on the gallows. 

But upon this occasion, another strange event oc- 
curred. One of Mr. Harpix's most confidential 
friends, who lived some five miles distant, was just 
on his way to the town, to visit his bosom-friend and 
celebrate his birthday with him. When, riding along 
quite alone at an early hour of the morning, he saw 




THE BABES IN THE WOOD.— John S. Davis. 

a sinner hanging upon the gallows in the field, he 
could not deny himself the pleasure to ride thither 
and have a look at the executed man ; for such sights 
amused him much. He never went to see a play ; say- 
ing of comedies, that they were a little buffoonery, 
and of tragedies, that one had cares, misfortunes, and 
stings of conscience enough at home. On the other 
hand, he never missed a good execution ; nay, he even 
took his children with him ; for, said he, it will harden 
them, and enlarge their knowledge of human kind. 
The horse, more sensible than its master, would not 
go, but shied and curveted, so that he was obliged 
to tie it to a tree, and go on foot. But conceive his 
dismay, when, reaching the gallows, he saw hanging 
there that estimable man, Mr. Harpix, his friend, and 
acquainted with all his rascalities. 



" So everything is discovered," he cried ; " so I am 
betrayed ! The old tattler could not hold his tongue, 
he was a malicious man ; and this I am certain of, 
that since he had to dangle, it was his only conso- 
lation to have my company. Now they will heap 
abuses on me as a perjurer and incendiary. Impris- 
onment, trial and sentence of death await me. That 
would be a fine way to celebrate my birthday. No, 
it is just as good to settle it at once, and I shall save 
myself from falling into the judge's hands." 

Thus saying, he took a string and hung himself up 
on a willow tree, by the ditch, opposite his comrade. 

Not a soul 
could under- 
stand how it hap- 
pened, and how 
two such very 
honorable men, 
against whom 
nothing had 
ever been legal- 
ly proved, had 
come to be 
hung ; especially 
Mr. Harpix, on 
a real gallows. 
For the other's 
hanging near 
him, on a willow 
tree, was more 
romantic, and 
might be ascrib- 
ed to enthusi- 
asm, affection, 
and the desire 
to share his 
friend's fate. 
Some did not 
hesitate to cite, 
in this respect, 
Damon and 
Pythias, David 
and Jonathan,- 
Hialmar and Or- 
varodd, saying : 
" Now it may be 
seen, that dying 
for friendship, 
and in self-sac- 
rifice, is not an 
impossible o r 
lukewarm thing 
among the he- 
roes of the pres- 
ent day; but 
that, on the con- 
trary, they often 
surpass those of 
antiquity ; for the 
ancients share 
honor only, 
while the mod- 
erns share dis- 
grace itself." 

" I would give 
a hundred dol- 
lars," said the 
rich old colonel, 
the next morn- 
ing, as J o h n 
P f e i ff e r was 
shaving him at 
the inn, " to 
know the true 
connection o f 
this history." 
" Done ! it is a 
bargain," replied John Pfeiffer; "and if your excel- 
lency will not betray me, and will pay the promised 
hundred dollars, you shall know all." 

The colonel stuck to his word, and John related 
to him the events of the preceding night. The colo- 
nel was surprised, amused, felt compassion for John, 
and gave him the hundred rix-dollars, with which the 
overjoyed barber ran home to his wife. 

Subsequently, when Mr. Harpix's estate was sold, 
Bessy also received her dowry again, and became, in 
a short time, as plump and merry as she had .been 
before marriage. Her children no longer slept on 
the straw ; and you might have met them every morn- 
ing, ruddy-cheeked and smiling, with their school- 
books under their arms. 
, — James Wat kins. 



